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Attention 


Author's Notes: 
Ugh, dunno what the fuck this is. Just needed to vent. It made sense in my head, seeing as it's very personal- 


don't know how much sense it'll make to you guys. Who else missed crazy Axl? 


"Are you off your meds again?" 


| take in the sneer in his tone, but | don't miss the trace of underlying frustration, either. | see that 


frustration in his shoulders, too, the way they're tight and hunched forward, like he's holding himself back. 


He never did that before - held himself back from expressing anything. Not that | enjoyed the scathing vitriol 
he shot my way when he was angry, but at least it was honest. 


| look right in his eyes, tilt my head to one side, keep my voice sugary and insolent, just how | know he hates 


it. 


"| was never on my meds, Izzy." 
Y Y 


His jaw twitches, and his nostrils flare. He opens his mouth, snaps it shut. Then he turns and leaves. His 
footsteps are unnaturally silent, like he's making an effort to walk quietly rather than stomp. 


"They told me you'd do that, you know!" | yell after him. He doesn't look back, but | knock my knuckles against 
my temple anyway. "The voices. They tell me things!" 


He walks faster, and then he's gone. | stare after him, and my throat burns. 
He wouldn't ask if he didnt care, | tell myself. 
| get up, and | run after him. 


"l'm Sorry, lzz. l'm sorry that you can't stay away from smack for more than five minutes. l'm sorry that 


you're the least interesting member of the group, I'm sorry that your girl can't keep her legs closed - " 
That gets him. He halts, and spins. 


"You deranged fucking shitbag," he snarls. "You think it's cute to go around putting on this asshole act? You 
don't have enough friends for that, Axl. You don't have enough people who care about you, to afford to treat 
them like they're fucking disposable." 


That stings, but | keep swinging, delighted that he's finally engaging, delighted that the mask is off. "Doug cares 
about me. Doug says | don't have to do the Paris shows. Doug knows | need to take time for my mental health 


"Doug," Izzy spits, "only puts up with you because you pay him. You think he stays around because he likes 
you? You think he enjoys being torn away from his wife and kids at 3am to stop you blowing your miserable 


head off?" 


| feel something cave in my chest, but | keep my face calm, eyes wide, voice chirpy. "You seem kinda tense, Iz. 


You want my therapist's number?" 


His face twists, and his eyes are venomous. | know it's taking every fibre of his being to not hit me. Part of 
me recoils in horror at what I've done to this man, my best friend who didn't have anger in his vocabulary, 


what I've turned him into. He stands before me now, shaking with rage, and we're strangers to each other. 
"You fucking unbearable moron. You - " 
| raise an eyebrow, and tilt my head, waiting. He gnashes his teeth, nostrils flaring away, and then he turns, 


wrenching his body round so violently I'm surprised his spine doesn't snap. He stomps, this time, as he's walking 
away. | guess he can't help himself, and | hear a sharp thud as he punches the corridor. 


My legs are shaking when | lower myself into a chair. 


| know how this is going to go. Right now, he's hiding his emotions - or rather, he's trying to. It's still a work in 
progress, | can still get under his skin if | say the right things, but it won't last forever. The next step, he'll 
learn to hide them well. There won't be that telltale twitch of the eye, or the loud coughing fit he bursts into 
when he doesn't know how else to stop the cuss-heavy rant about to burst forth from his lips. And there 
certainly won't be any more explosions like the one just now, no way. There'll be just a flat mask, hiding the 
turmoil that's inside. His eyes will be the hardest to tame, expressive as they are even when the rest of his 


face is tranquil, but he'll get there. 
Finally, he will stop caring. There won't be any turmoil left to hide. No fucks left to give, so to speak. 


And | won't know when it'll happen, because by then he will have perfected stoicism. | won't know the exact 


moment of when I'll lose him. 
| reach forward, slam my fist against the table. | throw the whole table at the wall. | scream, fall to my knees, 
get up again and open the door just to slam it shut. Plaster falls from the ceiling, the powder floating after 


the bigger pieces and making my nose twitch. 


| won't know the exact moment of when I'll lose him, but itll happen. | wish | knew how to stop it. | wish | knew 


how to tease out an honest emotion from him that isn't anger. 


But these days, Izzy is either ignoring me, or he's screaming at me. Given the choice, I'd much prefer the 


latter. 


We rock stars like attention, donticha know? 


